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it, but that this must have some limit because
I loved her> because I loved our home* . , .*
His voice broke, He turned, leaned his head on
his arms against the fireplace. For a little the
only sound in the room was the driving rain.
When he looked up and spoke again his voice
was stern and resolved*

* She did not answer my letter.    I have waited
these two weeks.    So now it must end*     I must
know one way or another/

4 Yes, it must end/ Judith answered. * For
all our sakcs, . . ,*

*  I am going to her now/

He left the room. She stood there, heard him
mount the stairs, In a little while the rain had
stopped. She heard the ladies come out, chatter,
laugh, depart* Deborah came past the open door,
but did not look in, and moved slowly into the
servants' part of the house. Still there was no
sound from upstairs. Then, quite sharply, Francis*
voice rang out, one word cutting the air like a
snapped stick. Judith, driven by an impulse that
was entirely beyond her governance, ran up the
stairs, stayed for a moment, then, her face harden-
ing into resolve, walked down the passage.

She pushed Sarah's door open and went in*
The room that Sarah had chosen for herself after
David's death was a small bare one* Over the
fireplace was a highly coloured, badly painted
picture of David. It had been done by some
travelling artist some ten years before, and showed
David complacent in full wig> a crimson coat and
flowered vest, red-cheeked, exceedingly amiable*